
A Midfommer nights Dreamt. 

Againftmy childe,my daughter Hermia , 

StAndfoerth Demit rim „ 

My noble Lord, 

This man hath my confent to marry her. * 

Stand foorth Ly fonder. 

And my gracious Duke, 

This man hath bewitcht the bofome of my childe : 

Thou, thou Lyjander, thou haft giuen her rimes, 

And interchang’d loue tokens with my childe : 

Thou haft by moone-light at her window fung, 

With faining voice, verfes of faining loue. 

And ftolne the impreftion of her fantafie. 

With bracelets ofthy haire, rings,gawdes, conceits, 
Knacks;triflcs,nofegaies, fweet meates (meffengers 
Of ftrong preuailement in vnhardened youth) 

With cunning haft thou filcht my daughters heart, 

Turnd her obedience (which is due to me) 

To ftubborne harfhneffe.And my gracious Duke, 

Be it fo ftie will not here before your Grace, 

Confent to marry with Demetrim , 

I beg the ancient priuiledge of Athens ; 

As (lie is mine, I may difpofe of her i 
Which (hall be either to this gentleman. 

Or to her death, according to our law, 

Immediatly prouided in that cafe. 

The. What fay you Hermia ? be aduis’d,faire maid, 
Toyou your father flioud be as a God: 

One that compos’d your beauties ; yea and one, 

To whomyouarebutasaformein wax 
By him imprinted,and within his power. 

To leaue the figure, or disfigure it : 

Demetrius is a worthy gentleman. 

Her. So is Lyfander, The.ln himfelfe he is. 

But in thiskinde,wantingypur fathers voyce, 

The other muft be held the worthier. 

Her, 
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A Midfommers nights Dreame. 

Her.l would my father lookt but with my eyes. 

T&r.Rather your eyes muft with his iudgement looke. 

Her.l do intreate your Grace to pardon me. 

I know not by what power I am made bold. 

Nor how it may concerne my modefty,' 

In fuch a prefence, here to plead my thoughts ; 

But I befcech yourGrace,that.I may know 
The worft that may befall me in this cafe,. 

If I refufe to wed Demetrius. 

T/Ew.Either to diethedeath,ort® abiure 
Forcuer the fociety of men. 

Therefore faire Hermia, queftion your defires, 

Know of your youth,examinc well your blood, 

Whether (if you yeeld not to your fathers choycc) 

You can endure the liyery of a Nunne, 

For aye to be in fhady Cloiftcr mew’d 
To liue a barren fifter all your life. 

Chanting faint hymnes to thecolde fruitleffe Moone. 
Thrice blefled they that mafter fo their blood. 

To vndergo fuch maiden pilgrimage. 

But earthlier happy is the Rofe diftild. 

Then that which withering on the virgin thorne, 
Growe$,liues,and dies, in fingle bleffcdnefle. 

Her. So will I grow,fo liuc,fo dye my Lord, 

Ere I will yeeld my virgin Patent yp 
Vnto his Lordfhip, whofc vjnwillied yoake 
My foule cpnfer-ts not: to giue fouerainty. 

The.T ake time to paufe, and by the next new Moone, 
The fealing day betwixt my loue and me. 

For euerlafting bond of. fellowftiip : 

Vpon that day either prepare to dye. 

For difobcdience to your fathers will, . 

Or *lfe to wed Demetrius, as he wolid. 

Or on Dianaes Altar to prpteft,- j 
For aye,aufterity, and fingle life. 
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